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HERE'S A STORY OF 
THE EASTER PARADE 
OF THE VERY POOR 


One of the great services rendered to the community by 
Madonna House, or any of its branches, is the distribution of clothing 
to the poor. Very little, however, has been written about this institu- 
tion, even in Restoration. This in spite of the fact that the “clothing 


room” is a vital source of stories. 


The other day a writer, visiting the receiving center at St. 


Joseph’s, down the road, watched 


two staff workers happily opening 


boxes of clothing shipped from Rochester, N.Y., and decided it was 
high time to put something in the paper about it. 


Jig-Saws And A Jig 

In one of the downstairs rooms 
of this shabby old house, which 
used to be a hotel and barroom 
a hundred years and more ago, 
there were nearly fifty tremendous 
boxes, each bound with steel 
bands, each with its weight and 
contents neatly lettered on its 
cardboard sides. Each box weighed 
at least 85 pounds. 

Two girls tended to the unpack- 
ing. Lulu and “Willie.” They used 
a home-made tool, part of a brok- 
en army cot leg, invented by Ray 
Fecteau, one of the staff workers, 
to make the job of breaking the 
steel bands simple and easy. In- 
cidentally Ray has uses, many 
uses, for these steel bands. Jig-saw 
blades, for instance. 

The girls were stronger than 
you think. And they worked furi- 
ously, and easily — sometimes 
bursting into snatches of song, 
sometimes stopping to hold up 
something they had found, and 
to do a jig of triumph, ala Ojibway 
or Iroquois or possibly Algonquin. 
“Look! This is for nobody else but 
Johnny! Imagine him in a real 
cowboy outfit!” 

Who’s Johnny? He’s a boy all 
the other kids look down on, a shy, 
very poor, very timid child of six 
or seven, one never invited any- 
where, never welcomed anywhere 
—except, of course, at the cloth- 
ing room. Johnny will have some- 
thig wonderful to wear this 
Easter. A suit almost brand new. 
And the genuine cowboy duds! 

A Box Or A Baby 

“Willie” fecteau’d open a box 
full of neatly folded white shirts. 
She looked at each one eagerly, 
hoping to find a size 17. She had 
a poor farmer in mind. But the 
sizes were all too small. She went 
through the box hurriedly, thor- 
oughly, throwing the clothing 
into various piles. Lulu _ sorted 
some of these piles into empty 
boxes, marked them “Shoes,” 
“Men’s wear,” ‘Ladies’ dresses,” 
or whatever best described them, 
and carried them across the 
length of the room, to line them 
up against the far wall. 

“It’s nothing,” she said to the 
writer, who wondered at her 
ability to carry such a weight. 
“Td rather carry a box than a 
baby. A box can’t cry.” 

These boxes, tons of used ma- 
terials in excellent condition, are 
sent to Madonna House prepaid, 
by a wonderful group of friends. 
They are sorted, then repacked 
and delivered to the clothing room 
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in St. Martha’s, across the road 
from Madonna House. There they 
are given to the needy. 

There is a donation box in the 
clothing room. Into it the person 
taking clothes may drop a coin, 
or a bit of folding money, if he 
wants to. He is not asked to give 
even a penny. The box is there 
only for those who insist they do 
not want charity, who want to 
pay what they can. 

Some Mail Goods 

Madonna House begs clothing 
systematically. And there are a 
great many fine people, individu- 
als and groups, who supply it. 
Priests and nuns, married couples, 
bachelors, business women with- 
out families, rich people and poor 
people, are among the contribu- 
tors. There is one poor woman 
who not only collects everything 
she can for the poor, but scrubs 
floors in her spare time to get 
enough money to send her parcels 
through the mails! 

The writer asked a lot of ques- 
tions, then decided that the people 
to write the story, and the only 
people to write it — were the girls 
who “worked” in the clothing 
room, who knew the people, and 
who knew the stories enacted 
every day in the distribution of 
the clothing. Here’s one of them 
now— 

“For nine months I have had 
the privilege of serving Christ in 
His poor. Crushed by the burden 
of living, these people are more 
than shy. It takes heroism for 
them just to live on these rocky 
farms and cut-over timberlands. 
They are isolated as well as poor. 
And our clothing room has be- 
come for them not only a place 
where they can obtain vitally 
needed clothing, but where they 
can also find friendship, under- 
standing, love, and even atten- 
tions they didn’t know they 
needed.” 

“Some just simply do not under- 
stand why the girls of Madonna 
House are always so happy, and 
so glad to see people. They want 
to know what makes us happy. 
They come to the clothing room, 
even when we have nothing for 
them, simply to partake of the 
peace and happiness they find 
thére. 

Our Easter Parade 

“You open the door in the morn- 
ing. The line seems the same as 
on every other day. Tired faces. 
You smile and say, ‘Come in’ to 
the first couple of families. And 
to the others waiting you say, 
‘Would you mind waiting until 
these folks are through? There 
isn’t room inside for everybody.’ 
Nobody minds waiting, it seems. 
They are patient. 

“The clothing room is small, 
and filled with old clothes arrang- 
ed as neatly as possible on the 
crowded racks, or in the boxes, or 
on the shelves. It was very dark 
until a friend donated fluorescent 
lights. Sometimes I have much to 
show them. Sometimes I have very 
little. When we receive a big ship- 
ment it vanishes in a short time. 
The poor are always in need. 
Thank God we have something 
for them now. They will be in the 
Easter parade! At least some of 
them will be.” 

Our Easter parade will not re- 
mind anybody of the splendors of 
Fifth Avenue or Michigan Boule- 
vard or the Hollywood bowl. A 
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spectator might see nothing un- 
usual. Just people in ordinary 
lothes. Neat. Clean. Respectable. 
Out of The Tomb 

People walking to Church, in 
second hand clothes, to thank God 
for the generosity of people the 
ill never meet. People slyly feel- 
ing the texture of the garments 
that came out of the clothing 


oom, half-proud to be wearing 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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|really. But sometimes I do know 
|joy, because You are with me. 

| But I was talking about being 
| a valentine to people. (And please, 
God, don’t let me be one of the 
dreadful comic kind.) 

I was going to write You, St. 
| Valentine’s day, and ask You to 
| make Your message clearer. It was 
| clear. But it was deep. It was 
| much too deep for the likes of me. 
| It was so simple and so pro- 
|found it could have come only 
‘from You. 

“Who finds others finds him- 
| self!” 

| I was listening to someone else. 
But I heard Your voice as dis- 
|tinctly then as I heard the crows 
calling to each other today. God, 
how sweet the crow sounds when 
|he’s far away! How haunting and 
|familiar and poignant his call— 
in the distance. 

The crows were speaking to 
You, thanking you for kissing the 
sleeping world to waking Spring. 
I talked to You with them. “Caw 
caw!” they said. I said, “God, 
God!”’’ And each one of us, birds 
and man, said a prayer. 

Seek And Find 

You repeated the words that 
puzzled me so long. “Who finds 
others finds himself.” I am al- 
ways startled when You speak to 
me. For You are God and I am 
only I — until I remember Christ 
is in me, and therefore I am more 
than I. It is to Christ You speak. 
I listen, and try to reproduce Your 
thunder in my pip-squeak way. 

I reasoned something like this: 
“To find others, one must seek. 
No seek, no find. Why seek? Why 
find? One possible reason. To help 
them. In helping them I find my- 
self. What does it mean to find 
myself — that I help myself when 
I help others?” 

Even a better intellect than 
mine can become hazy when its 
owner has a tumult in his tum- 
tum, or a panic in his pancreatic 
duct. 

You know the fog that envelop- 
ed me, lying hazy, lazy, lackadaisy 
in my bed, mixing valentines with 
Your words, and wondering if you 
meant to send me through the 
mails, as it were, as a messenger 
of Your love to men — for what 
else is a valentine but a message 
of love? Then Sally Murphy came 
into the mist, with a copy of a 
talk made by Frank Duff, the 
founder of the Legion of Mary, 
which you and Mary love so much. 
And I found there a sort of con- 
firmation of Your words. 

Go And Talk 

“A quotation from a great 
writer,’ Mr. Duff said, ‘is some- 
thing to this effect. ‘Everyone, if 
he would survive, must pour him- 
self into another soul’... Another 

hrase is... perhaps... the most 
important of all. ‘Seek out and 
talk to every soul’.” 

Mr. Duff was telling his audi- 
ence how shamefully most Catho- 
lics avoid talking about their 
religion, even among themselves; 
and how necessary it is that they 
talk about it to non-Catholics. 

“We must get in touch with 
every person,” he said. ‘““‘We must 
talk to wt rag about themselves. 
We must get them to discuss 
religion, and that applies to those 
outside the Church as well as 
those inside . . . Talking is the 
main idea, and it is the thing we 
dodge most. We will do everything 
except go and talk to people about 
religion.” 


PEACE 
BE TO YOU 
ALLELUIA 





A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear God in heaven; I’ve been 
waiting a long time to write this. 
Since last St. Valentine’s day. 
They say a day is as a thousand 
years in Your sight, and a thous- | 
and years are but a day. It doesn’t 
seem a thousand years — but let 
me love You a thousand years’ 
worth every day, and I’ll be more 
than satisfied. 

I had something special I want- 
ed to thark You for. The majesty 
of the Northern Lights, perhaps. 
Perhaps the crowd of blue jays 
I met in the woods, the day I was 
able to walk there. (It was their 
sewing circle, God. They were sew- 
ing the pines together with swift, 
wide, beautiful blue stitches.) Or 
it might have been the appetizing 
aromas that come up, like incense, 
into my room from the kitchen 
below. That or the kitchen itself. 
Thank You now for the kitchen, 
and the good cooks working there! 

Be My Valentine 

I intended writing You a sort 
Valentine that long ago day. 
was going to send it through Your 
mother, expecting she would write 
my words in golden letters, on the 
most exquisite paper to be found 
in all heaven and would sprinkle 
little hearts afire with love 
throughout the pages. I thought 
I might get her to send You val- 
entines also in the names of my 
friends and relatives. (Not that 
my relatives are not my friends. 
We here below usually phrase it; 
that way; and we say nasty! 
things, like ‘God gave us our 
relatives; thank God we can pick 
our friends.” I know you give us 
our friends too. And—Oh yes— 
You give them me!) 

That’s what I wanted to write 
you about. Me! Me as a valentine 
to the people around me! 

I also toyed with the idea of 
asking Our Lady to send valen- 
tines from me to all the saints and 
angels, and to the souls in Pur- 
gatory — to send the prettiest to 
the souls most in need of some- 
thing pretty and reassuring. 

Like All Mothers 

I knew Mary would do that any- 
way. Like all mothers, she knows 
what her children want. We do 
not even have to hint to her—yet 
we can’t help doing so when we 
want something very much. I 
wanted this very much, valentines 
for Purgatory. But I wasn’t quite 
able to write to You, nor to her. 

Incidentally, God, thanks for all 
these little sicknesses You give me. 
I pray much better on my back 
than on my knees. And I feel 
closer to you in affliction — no 
matter how slight said affliction 
may be — than when I am well 
and strutting around like a big 
shot. You are, then, like a tender. 
father stooping down to smile at 
a sick boy. You are still God 
Almighty. But You are God the 
Father, You are Love. You are 


of 


— 


I am afraid of You, sometimes, 
God — even when I remember the 
story of the prodigal son and how 
his father rejoiced at his coming 
home. But when You come into 
my sick room there is no fear in 





God, why doesn’t everybody 
know how much love there can 
be in a sickroom? Why doesn’t 
everybody learn there can be joy 
in being sick — that sickness is a 
gift from You, a blessing, an 
opportunity for us to know You 
better? 

O My Aching Brow! 

There are some people who can 
get as much joy out of a splitting 
headache as from the smell of 


|fresh bread as it bids goodbye to 


the oven, or the sight of the first 
budding rose of Spring, or the 
taste of the first wild strawberry 
|of Summer. I wish I were one of 


|them. I do not enjoy pain at all, 


Love Simply 

While I was still thinking about 
writing You, to ask further light, 
a young man walked into my 
room and asked a strange ques- 
tion. He is a zealous young man, 
Lord, an eager student, a very 
holy worker in Your vineyard. 

“What,” he asked, “is the most 
wnocmpBented way to love?” 

(Continued on Page Four) 








me at all. 
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COMBERMERE DIARY 


One of the Staff remarked, 
about our article last month, that 
we neglected to tell you about the 
night life on Saturday, which, 
after confessions, is movie night. 
We have had many enjoyable 
movies from a large variety of 
sources, including the Canadian 
Film Institute, the National Film 
Board, the different Embassies, 
and also an excellent series on 
mental health. 


During February a group of the 











|Staff had the enjoyable privilege 
|of giving an impromptu talk at a| 


Vocation rally held in Buffalo by 
the Sisters of Social Service. 

Practically every little boy who 
attends the Parochial school visit- 
ed our yard to see a bombardier 
“snowmobile” that probably will 
become part of the entourage. 

On February 20th, Fathers Mc- 
Clure and Roby of the Holy Cross 
Fathers, who recently returned 
from Pakistan, gave us a very in- 
teresting lecture with colored 
slides on their work in that 
country. They were of the opinion 
that lay apostolic groups could 
render invaluable service to the 
missions — especially groups of 
women, who would be able to 
contact the women of that 
country more readily. 

On an enforced vacation, at the 
doctor’s orders, Dorothy Phillips, 
the Director of Marian Centre in 
Edmonton, spent a pleasant, rest- 
ful week with us. On February 
27th, 43 cartons of clothing 
weighing 3,700 pounds arrived 
through the good services of the 
Daily Mass League of Rochester, 
New York. 

On Sunday, March 3rd, Father 


“St. Francis Is Alive 
In Madonna House" 


Father Patrick, a priest of the 
Capuchin order, visited Madonna 
House at the beginning of Lent; 
and was so impressed with “the 
spirit of the house,” he says in a 
recent letter, that when he re- 
turned to Ottawa he sat down and 
wrote a poem, after the manner 
of Walter Turner’s “Romance. 
He calls it “Day Dreaming.” 

It is much too long to quote in 
all its stanzas. But we have space 
enough to give the gist of it. It 
begins: 

“When I was but thirteen or so 

I went into a golden land. 
The poet-saint of Umbria 
Took me by the hand.” 

He began to dream, that day, 
about becoming a friar in St. 
Francis’ order. The dream came 
true. He was ordained; and not so 
long ago. But he couldn’t seem to 
find the spirit of St. Francis any- 











where outside his monastery 
walls. 
“But then, with all the years 
passed by, 


It seemed Assisi’s star on high 

Had sought the clouds or shut 
its eye 

Letting but darkness in the 
sky.” 


But listen to his last stanza! 


“T searched the blue, but all 
in vain, 

Thru months and years of 
painful rain. 

But now, at last, I find it 
bright. 

Madonna House shines with its 
light!” 





Patrick, O.F.M. Cap. arrived from 
Ottawa on an official visitation of 
the Chapter of Franciscan Ter- 
tiaries. He also gave some excel- 
lent lectures to the group on the 
spirit of Franciscan poverty. 

Cathy Maynard and B left, on 
Ash Wednesday, for Boston to 
attend a meeting of Secular In- 
stitutes. 

On Wednesday, March 13th, 
Ammon Hennacy of the Catholic 
Worker, stayed overnight en route 
to Sudbury, and gave a pleasant 
and instructive talk on his odyssey 
to the Catholic Church. He also 
had many interesting observations 
to make to Phil Knight and Ther- 
esa Davis concerning the Hopi 
Indians of Arizona, with whose 
life and ways he is well acquaint- 
ed. Phil and Theresa, along with 
Cathy Maynard, hope to be in| 
Arizona in the new foundation of | 
Casa de Nuestra Senora by June. 

The boys and Ken Karl (our 
friendly contractor and builder) 
finished the garage, in spite of bad 
weather. Someone remembered 
that Louis Stoeckle had once sug- 
gested that if we built a garage 
we should name it (pun) St. John 
Damascene. A V.V. recently re- 
marked that such a pun is only 
two-thirds of a pun, namely, 
sgh 9 ie. 

The kitchen is gearing up for 
the Easter baking and preparation 
of the annual Paska and Koolitch. 

Be assured of our prayerful 
remembrance for all our friends 
and benefactors during the holy, 
happy Eastertide. 


PAX J XTI 
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To Be A Pagan 


To be a P 

And to know no law but self, 
Sounds to doctrined ears 
As Liberty and Freedom. 
But never to know 

The repentant. tear, 

Nor the sweet kiss 

Of forgiveness, 

The gift of sorrow 

Nor renunciation’s joy, 
Never to know His Presence 
Nor the peace it gives, 

Is to live a prisoner 

In misery, 

And in chains. 











—Lulie. 











In his letter Father Pat said: 
“T have already told you what a 
grace it has been for me to find 
St. Francis among you, so com- 
pletely alive. Hope this helps to 
plug a hole in Restoration. If you 
have no hole to plug, plug the 
waste basket.” 


A Sunday in Yukon 


Dear Family:— It is a warm 
bright Sunday in Whitehorse. In 
spite of the heat nothing is melt- 
ing. Father Gene and our Louie 
are attending a Holy Name break- 
fast. They must be eating a lot, 
for it is now three p.m. and they 
haven’t come home yet. Mary 
Ruth is typing—no doubt answer- 
ing letters she received ages ago. 

One of our babies, its name is 
“Washpan,” is gooing at us in the 
kitchen. At last he has enough 
strength to laugh, kick, and make 
noise. He cries plenty. The nurse 
thinks he is strong enough to go 
back to his mother. So, on Tues- 
day, he will be hitting the trail. 

Our hostel count is 18 once 
more. It is a strange mixture. Five 
children from Lower Post. Two 
expectant mothers. Two babies. 
Two transients. And the rest are 
convalescing Indian men who will 
go home whenever a plane goes 
their way. 

Last Thursday evening a couple 
who had hitch-hiked from Quebec 
City, came to Maryhouse. They 
were tired, hungry, and penniless. 
An American who had given them 
a ride up the Alaskan Highway 
had paid for their meals and 
lodging during the trip, and had 
left them $5. They walked the 
Whitehorse streets for days, look- 
ing for work. No work. Now they 
are en route to Dawson Creek. 
Maybe they will get work there. 
Neither was properly clad. They 
had one pair of gloves between 
them, and nothing to cover their 
heads. We gave them warm cloth- 
ing and a big lunch, and away 
they went. The girl is delicate 
looking, and will be a mother in 
five months. Pretty tough for her. 

Mary and I take turns sleeping 
in the library with the Washpan 
baby. Sometimes we really get 
some sleep. 

This morning during breakfast 
Louie was telling the kids a little 
about the Mass. When he finished, 
one piped up with, “This is Louie’s 
first epistle to the Indians!” The 
best to all. God love you. 

—Mamie Legris. 
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passionate love. 


Blessed Sacrament. 


words. 


glorious feast of Easter! 


dead! 


HIM DMJ... 2 


this earth. 


GOD BACK. 


WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


How much God loved us is shown in the greatest 
feast of the year. Easter is, above all, a feast of LOVE. 
For behold, Love, Who is a person, a wondrous person, 
the God-Man, Christ, lays at our feet all the gifts of a 


Easter, the feast of His Resurrection, not only 
fulfills the long expectations and hopes of men, but 
brings to him, Death, bound and conquered! From 
now on, man, the Beloved of God, will have life ever- 
lasting; and will have it more abundantly. 


As if this were not enough, God gives and gives 
on this Holy awesome day. He lavishes gifts in an 
abandonment of love and gladness. The gift of His 
kingdom, that begins on earth. The gifé of the Sacra- 
ments, to help us to possess that kingdom. And, finally, 
the gift of Himself, as food and drink, and in the 


No wonder men can only sing the shortest song 
of them all. Alleluia! For only “the Alleluia” seems able 
to express the wonder, the joy, the gladness of men’s 
hearts at the munificence of God! 


Only the ALLELUIAS rising from man’s heart 
seem able to pierce heaven and fall at the very feet 
of God, showering Him, in their beautiful music, with 
all that man cannot express in his poor stumbling 


Easter is the Feast of God’s triumphant love of 
the soul of man! His Agape! His love feast! 


Do we understand the heights, the depths, the 
infinity, immensity of that love? Do we know, at least, 
how to begin to love God back? 


Do we follow in the footsteps of His bride, the 
Church; and, shedding all the purple garments of self 
centeredness, egotism, greed, avarice, lust, and pride, 
put on the white and gold of joy, humility, unselfish- 
ness, poverty of spirit, and chastity in wedlock and 
out? And do we begin to love God madly, realizing 
there is so little time left? 


Fearsome is the thought that the gift of God’s 
passionate love of man’s soul should lie fallow on this 


Lie fallow! Or even worse, be carelessly ignored, 
or be trampled under a well and fashionably-shod foot; 
while, like vain peacocks, men parade their dead souls, 
showing off the latest fashions. Fashions for the living 


Shall it be said of this generation too, “HE 
CAME UNTO HIS OWN, AND HIS OWN RECEIVED 


If so, then its hell has already began. Now! On 


For those who have eyes to see, its shadows are 
already falling. But so is God’s infinite love, and mercy. 


THERE STILL. IS A LITTLE TIME TO LOVE 


Oh, let us begin. Now! Let us enter into the 
beauty of the Church’s Liturgy during Holy week, 
and learn how to love God back madly... utterly... 
passionately . . . completely. 


Then Easter, indeed, will be an AGAPE, A 
FEAST OF LOVE for us all. 














IF YOU HAVE A CHILD’S 
HIGH CHAIR, THAT IS 
STORED AWAY WITH NO 
FUTURE NEED IN SIGHT— 
WOULD YOU GIVE IT TO US? 


WE NEED MANY HIGH 
CHAIRS FOR OUR 
FAMILY APOSTOLATE— 
FOR THEY HAVE MANY 
BABIES. 


THANK YOU. 


SEND BY R.R. EXPRESS 
OR FREIGHT—VIA 
CANADIAN R.R. AND 
BARRY’S BAY, ONT. 
TO MADONNA HOUSE 
COMBERMERE, ONTARIO 
CANADA 














Rosary Beads 


From India comes the fragrant 
sandalwood beads and ivory 
crucifix carved by craftsmen in 
a Christian co-operative. Strung 
on stout linen cord by Domin- 
ican Sisters in France. Equally 
suitable for men or women. 


Choice of ivory and natural 
sandalwood or ivory and white 
bones. Gift boxed. $3.95. 


ST. LEO SHOP, Inc. 
NEWPORT, R. I. 


A non-profit corporation for 
the liturgical apostolate 
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Eddie Doherty 











If you read my book “Tumble- 
weed,” you may remember the 
story of how my wife’s mother, 
Mme Kolyschkine, was seemingly 
brought back from the dead when 
her husband anointed her with 
oil pressed from the olive trees in 
the Garden of Gethsemani. 

The book isn’t anywhere handy. 
I put it in my regular collection 
whenever I get a new copy — but 
somebody always always always 
sneaks it away and forgets to 
bring it back. But, as I remember 
the incident, the doctor had pro- 
nounced Catherine’s mother dead, 
and had gone to secure the burial 
permit. He came back with the 
death certificate in his hands, to 
see his patient alive and getting 
better every moment! 

Believe It or Not 

There are people who either 
didn’t believe all this, or who 
thought it a “perfectly natural 
thing.” The truth is usually 
stranger than anybody, even a 
good liar, could invent. 

This explosion of words was 
caused by reading a story in the 
March issue of The Missionary 
Servant, an extremely readable 
magazine issued by the Missionary 
Servants of the Most Holy Trinity, 
in Silver Spring, Maryland. 

The story is written by Father 
Thaddeus Searles, M.S.Ss.T., now 
stationed with the Capuchin 
Fathers at the mission in Ad- 
juntas, Puerto Rico. I get the 
story from him. He got it from 
Fr. Arthur Lembacher, one of the 
Capuchins in Adjuntas — a mis- 
sionary who has spent twenty 
years among the Puerto Ricans. 
I am stealing it, word by word, 
from Father Searles — presuming 
permission from him and_ the 
magazine. When I steal, Lady, I 
steal big. 

“A young girl, 24 years old, had 
been a patient for quite some time 
in the tuberculosis sanitarium in 
Rio Piedras. One afternoon word 
was sent from the hospital to her 
family that she had died. Her 
people were to come and get the 
body for burial. 

Maria Is Dead 

“At the time when the sad news 
reached her home her father and 
three brothers were in the fields, 
cutting sugar cane. Thus the 
mother sent the older sister to 
bring the corpse home. 

“That evening the dead girl's 
brother came to Father Arthur 
and asked him to come and ad- 
minister the Last Sacraments to 
his sister. He told the priest the 
story of Maria’s passing. Father 
shook his head. “Rafael, 
many times have I told you that 
dead people cannot receive the 
Sacraments?” 

“But Padre,” the boy exclaimed, 
“she is not dead now!” 

“This was no time for riddles, 
so the priest went immediately to 
the girl’s home, which was quite 
a distance from the church. Upon 
arrival he found Maria bone-thin 
and almost translucently pale, but 
alive. 

Maria Is Not Dead 

“As Father drew near the bed 
the girl spoke with great effort, 
‘Padre, I want to go to Confes- 
sion.’ 

“The confession the priest 
heard was that ofa saint. He 
anointed her with the Holy Oils 
and imparted the blessing. 

“Still confused and _ curious, 
Father Arthur inquired about 
Rafael’s story. The mother re- 
affirmed the details, told of the 
message from the _ sanitarium, 
and presented the death certifi- 
cate and burial permit all signed 
by competent authorities. No one 
knew just what had happened 
afterwards except that on arrival 
home Maria was alive. 

“The priest spoke to the girl. 
‘That is a beautiful name you 
have, Maria. You know it is the 
name of Our Lord’s Blessed Moth- 
er, don’t you, child?’ 

“ Yes,’ said Maria, ‘and I love 
her very much.’ 

“ ‘Maria, do you know that you 
were dead?’, Father asked hesi- 
tantly. 

“ "Yes, Padre, I know.’ 

“(The next question: ‘What did 
you feel when you were dead?’ 
would not come.) 

Maria Is Dead 

“Instead the priest exclaimed, 
‘Maria, God has given you a grace 
denied to many — to have a priest 
and receive the Sacraments, es- 

ecially when you live so far from 
he church. You must have done 
some great act to merit this.’ 

“ “No, no, Padre,’ she answered. 
‘I am a poor sinner and haven’t 
done anything like that. But, 
Padre, ever since I was a little girl 
I have never let a day go by with- 
out praying the Rosary. When I 
finished, I always said three Ave 
Marias that I might have a priest 











before I die.’ 
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“That night Maria died again, 
to be reborn in eternity. 

“Father Arthur knows that 
many will doubt this story, or will 
explain it by natural means. But 
to him it will always be a miracle 
... not that Maria died and came 
back to life. No, the miracle is the 
great love Our Blessed Mother has 
for sinners.” 

Can you top that story? There 
may be missionaries who can. I’d 
like to meet them. Wouldn’t you? 


A REPORT 10 
OUR FRIENDS 


We feel that from time to time 
we should make a report to our 
good friends everywhere, new and 
old, who have had such a great 
share in the growth of our humble 
Apostolate. Without them that 
growth would have been much 
slower. Perhaps it would have 
come to a complete stop. 

MADONNA HOUSE, COMBER- 
MERE, ONTARIO, CANADA, is 
the Mother House, the Headquart- 
ers of our Lay Apostolate, a Secu- 
lar Institute (awaiting final can- 
onical erection status from 
Rome). It started on its apostolic 
life, May 17th, 1947, at the invita- 
tion of the Ordinary of Pembroke, 
Ontario, our good Bishop William 
J. Smith. 

Don’t Fence Us In 

Since then, from an ordinary 
family house of six rooms, it has 
grown to a large dwelling, con- 
taining a chapel, a community 
room, a library, and a very large 
kitchen; and to many other build- 
ings, houses and cottages. So that 
today it can, in truth, be called 
“Madonna House Village.” We 
also have farms containing more 
than 400 acres. The last building 
project is “St. Goupil’s,” which 
some day (we hope soon) will 
house the ever growing number 
of men who embrace our vocation 
of “a totally dedicated life in the 
world under the Counsels of Per- 
fection.” It will also house the 
ever-growing Maintenance Shop, 
Laundry, Workroom, and Handi- 
craft rooms. 

We are a Secular Institute of 
priests, laymen and laywomen, 
founded according to the Papal 
Constitutions “Provida Mater Ec- 
clesia” and “Cum Sanctissimus.”’ 
Because of a constant influx of 
new vocations, male and female, 
the need for more buildings is 
painful. The girls need more sleep- 
ing space. The Training Center 
clamors for more space. Our 
unique (for Canada) Catholic 
Lending Library by mail, needs 
more space — it now has more 
than 800 books going out weekly; 
and subscriptions are growing 














ast. 
Danger! Girls At Work! 

Office space too must be found. 
The premises containing our 
business offices, Restoration, the 
Dean of the Summer School, and 
the head of our Social Services, 
are bulging. One can almost hear 
the walls cracking. The girls typ- 
ing say that they run their elbows 
into the girls next to them for 
lack of space. 

The Cana Colony, recently 
established to help Catholic fam- 
ilies, especially those with many 
children, enjoy a reasonable “fam- 
ily vacation,” has become too 
small. Some eighty families had 
to be refused last summer because 
of lack of space. We are already 
booking for 1958. 

And still Our Lady of Comber- 
mere sends vocations! Soon our 
members will have to sleep in 
hammocks. There is no floor space 
for more beds. 

Growth is truly evident, a 
growth that both rejoices the 
heart of man, and sets it to won- 
der... what exactly Our Lady 
has in mind. 

MARYHOUSE, WHITEHORSE, 
YUKON. If Madonna House lacks 
space — what is to be said of 
Maryhouse? The magnitude of its 
needs! 

Camps? Cramps! 

In two ordinary army barracks, 
St. Joseph, and Maryhouse pro- 
per, a team of three Staff Workers 
is dealing with the tremendous 
needs of this isolated frontier 
town. St. Joseph’s is given over to 
Indian boys who attend White- 
horse Catholic High School. In it 
our Chaplain lives too, and our 
male Staff Worker, as well as some 
transient men. 

At Maryhouse, beside quarters 
for the female staff, we have the 
library and kitchen and a con- 
stant influx of sick Indians and 
men, women and children who 
come here to wait for a hospital 
bed... or to wait, weeks at a time, 
for transportation home after hos- 
pitalization. 

Mamie Legris writes that for 
the first time since its opening 
Maryhouse had to refuse people 
admission. To house, feed, and care 


for her varied groups of people 





and their vital needs, she would 

like to have: 

1—A house (or another barrack) 
for the transient men. 

2—A house (or another barrack) 
for the sick Indians. 

3—A house (or another barrack) 
for such Indians as come on 
other business than their ill- 
nesses. 

She would also like a bigger 
place to house her Staff — more 
kitchen space, more laundry 
room. Preparing food, and wash- 
ing the laundry, for so many, 1S 
well nigh impossible, she admits, 
in her tiny kitchen and tiny base- 
ment. 

MARIAN CENTRE, 10528 98th 
St., EDMONTON, ALBERTA, 
CANADA, has suffered from lack 
of space ever since its foundation 
day, May 30, 1955, when it began 
to serve transient men. They feed 
there today more than two hund- 
red and fifty men twice a day! 
There is no room for the clothing 
center. There is no room in which 
a man can rest. Those who eat, 
eat hurriedly, to give room for 
the next batch, which has to wait 
outside in the cold. 

To Build on Faith 

Dorothy Phillips, Marian 
Centre’s Director, reports that she 
is starting to build now, money or 
no money — on sheer faith. None 
of the Staff can any longer bear 
the sight of men who freeze while 
they wait for food. 

CASA DE NUESTRA SENORA 
(House of Our Lady), WINSLOW, 
ARIZONA, U.S.A., will be opened 
this May. A good month for a 
birthday! 

BLESSED MARTIN DE POR- 
RES HOUSE, PORTLAND, ORE- 
GON, U.S.A., which has been there 
many years, as a Friendship 
House, needs to grow, too, from 
all reports. It will be working, very 
soon, under the mandate of the 
Ordinary of that Diocese, not only 
with Negroes, but also with 
Orientals, Mexicans, and Indians. 

But growth is not only to be 
measured in the foundations that 
ARE. It can also be measured in 
the foundations that are waiting 
to be begun. Our list of such 
grows and grows. How I wish I 
could share with you, our friends, 
the letters that come to us from 
far distant parts of the earth... 
Vietnam ... Nigeria . . . Japan 
. . . Chile. 

Some of these are heart-break- 
ing letters, calling desperately for 
lay apostles, for members of our 
Secular Institute, to come and 
help with the ripening harvest of 
souls. It seems, at times, that it 
is not the men of God who are 
begging our humble little aposto- 
late for help, but God Himself. He 
is showing us His infinite pain in 
our brothers the world over, and 
asking us to come and heal His 
wounds and feed His hunger. 

To answer this call we need two 
things — Vocations and Money. 
PRAY THAT BOTH WILL COME 
OUR WAY! 


Outer Circle 
Letter No. 141 


Dear Friends—Here I am, back 
for another visit, as I promised. 
I see that the kettle is boiling 
nicely. And I am ready for another 
cup of that heavenly brew. Yes. 
Strong. Hot. With cream and 
sugar. Thank you! 

You remember we were discuss- 
ing an examination of conscience. 
Not quite the usual type of exam- 
ination, for it was to be done 
together — by husband and wife. 

By now you are already used 
to making such an examination; 
for, as we said, the first is made 
on the fundamentals of our Holy 
Faith and their implementation 
in the daily life of the family. 
Morning and evening prayers... 
grace before and after meals, good 
Catholic reading, etc., etc. 

What Does Mom Say? 

This time we will have to go a 
little deeper. What are the con- 
versations around about your 
house? Is mother always com- 
plaining of her lot, disparaging 
housework and all the chores of 
the daily family grind, giving a 
definite and distorted impression 
of the sublime vocation of mar- 
riage, that may well affect the 
lives of the children? The impres- 
sions of childhood days make or 
unmake the adult. 

Is there much gossip with 
friends? Are friends or neighbors 
discussed uncharitably, sarcastic- 
ally? Is father forever placing 
before the children the material- 
istic standard? Are father and 
mother eternally trying to keep 
up with those mythical Joneses? 
Are the children forbidden asso- 
ciations with other children be- 
cause of race, color or creed, 
social or financial levels, or other 
worldly standards? 

Are priests and religious dis- 
cussed with a sort of “tongue in 
the cheek” tone? Are vocations to 
the religious life spoken of as 
strange, unsuitable our times, 














or are they set up as the greatest 
gifts God can give? Are they 
spoken of hopefully, prayerfully, 
and with reverence? 

Talk Catholic Action? 

Is the interest of the parents, 
and, through them, of the whole 
family, directed to those forms of 
Catholic Action which are suitable 
to their state in life, especially 
those which take in the whole 
family — the Catholic Family 
Movement, the Cana and Pre- 
Cana apostolates, the Young 
Christian Workers, the Young 
Christian Students? And are the 
broader aspects of the Lay Apos- 
tolates studied and spoken about? 

Is the home in its entity Christo- 
centric? How deep is its devotion 
to Mary, the gracious mother of 
God? Do parents realize that the 
sole reason they ARE PARENTS 
is to become saints in the glorious 
vocation of Holy Matrimony? Do 
they teach their children that this 
is the sole goal of their life on 
earth — to become saints? 

Are the children encouraged to 
seek their right vocations, as their 
adulthood approaches? Are the 
parents ready to “let go” of their 
children when the time comes — 
between 18 and 21 years of age? 
Or do they love their children 
with a possessive, selfish, self- 
centered love? 

Are parents well aware of their 
duties to their children? Do child- 
ren really know their obligations 
to their parents, not as the world- 
ly standard would have it, but as 
God has established it? 

With God’s Eyes? 

Are all family problems, de- 
cisions, etc., discussed and solved, 
as God would wish them to be 
solved? Do parents look at life 
with God’s eyes, or with the 
blurred, cynical eyes of the world? 

IS SANCTITY THE REAL 
GOAL OF LIFE ... or a mere 
secondary one? 

You see, dear friends, such an 
examination of conscience really 
bites deep. We modern Catholics 
live in such an age of secularism 
(divorce of God from daily life) 
that it is hard for us even to 
realize how far we have drifted 
into the heart of that secularism, 
that divorce. 

Take for instance the question 
of the duty of parents to children 
or children to parents. I have 
spoken and written much about 
it, yet it seems to be able to bear 
repetition forever. Begin at the 
beginning. You have fallen in love. 
You are not yet married. Unless 
you marry, no children will be 
born. If you marry, in 99 cases out 
of 100, you will have children. 
They are the fruit of your love for 
each other and for God. 

Those children owe you grati- 
tude for the gift of life; and hence 
the opportunity of life eternal, 
and the Beatific Vision. They 
must, in gratitude, and charity, 
“lay down their lives for you,” if 
need be. Should YOU, someday 
need their help, they must forego 
any other vocation to devote 
themselves to assisting and caring 
for you BUT ON ONE CONDI- 


TION ONLY ... THAT YOUR 
NEED IS TRUE... NOT IM- 
AGINARY. 


Duty of Parents 

In our day, in this age of state 
welfare, old age pensions, union 
pension plans, hospitalization 
plans, and insurance plus social 
security, such NEED OF PAR- 
ENTS is hard to imagine. It must 
be your fundamental need of food, 
clothing, and shelter, plus urgent 
medical care that forces the 
children to give up their voca- 
tions, and look after you. 

The parents’ duty toward their 
children is greater. They OWE 
them food, shelter, clothing and 
education according to their state 
in life, and a full and thorough 
knowledge of God and the things 
of God. ' 

FOR THESE, NO CHILD HAS 
TO “PAY,” IN TIME, OR GRATI- 
TUDE, OR KIND. It would be 
most unfair to hold filial duty and 
gratitude, for these things over 
their heads when they are ready 
to leave the parental roof for their 
own vocations in life. 

Obedience of children to par- 
ents, until they are of age, must 
be unquestioning. But once they 
have come of age, they must be 
freed from such childish obedi- 
ence. They must seek advice, yes, 
but they do not necessarily have 
to follow it. 

Both parents and child - must 
understand that home is but the 
novitiate of life, the school of 
sanctity. Parents should under- 
stand well that they are but cus- 
todians, stewards of God, for their 
children, and that when God calls 
these children to other vocations, 
other fields, they must depart 
easily, joyously, and with the 
joyous consent of their parents. 

We talked quite a bit today, 
didn’t we? I enjoyed the tea and 
the company. Thanks. I will be 
back soon again. God bless you. 





—Catherine Doherty. 
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THE B'S CORNER 


I am fifty-six years old. Some 
twenty-seven years I spent in the 
service of the Lord, in the aposto- 
late of the erstwhile “Friendship 
House,” now Madonna House 
Secular Institute. Is it to be won- 
dered at, that I meditate often on 
the days of old, the humble begin- 
nings of our Apostolate, or that 
I make my own the words of 
Scripture—THE WAYS OF GOD 
ARE NOT THE WAYS OF MAN? 

How well I remember the begin- 
ning of Friendship House in Tor- 
onto! That small store front we 
named after St. Francis of Assisi! 
There more than forty thousand 
meals were served to the hungry 
—in the early thirties, the depres- 
sion times. Like a movie, the 
growth of the little apostolate un- 
rolls before my eyes. Additional 
buildings springing up, on Port- 
land street, where we started. 
More buildings on adjacent 
streets. Then Ottawa, and a 
daughter foundation in Rochester 
street, Toronto. 

Bloom and Boom 

I remember the small and 
humble beginnings in Harlem, the 
Negro section of New York City, 
and the sudden bloom of new 
foundations ... Chicago... New- 
burg, N.Y. .. . Washington, D.C., 
and its auxiliary farm in Burnley, 
Va. ... Portland, Oregon .. . and 
Shreveport, La. I remember com- 
ing to MADONNA HOUSE, Com- 
bermere, in 1947. 

Again slow, quiet, hidden years 
of work, joy, and pain. Again, 
suddenly, like seed long hidden in 
the earth, shooting up to be har- 
vested — came the birth of Ma- 
donna House’s children. 

Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon 
Territory; Marian Centre, Edmon- 
ton, Alta. Then, coming together 
like triplets the taking over of the 
Catholic Information Centre of 
Edmonton, surely a “new founda- 
tion,” also tthe Casa de Nuestra 
Senora in Winslow, Arizona, and 
the official “taking over” of the 
former Friendship House in Port- 
land, Oregon, by our Madonna 
House Secular Institute! 

Beside the factual physical 
growth, each living thing under- 
goes many inner transformations. 
And man experiences many 
changes of heart, many spiritual 
transformations. Such is the law 
of growth. Our apostolate had to 
follow it. 

Vision of The Whole 

Slow and painful was that inner 
growth of “the vision of the 
whole,” without which, all else, 
good as it may be, is chaff in the 
wind! 

Those dedicated to the service 
of God must understand clearly 
that before all works, before all 
actions FOR THE LORD AND 
OUR NEIGHBOR — WE MUST 
BE, BEFORE HIS FACE, LOVING 
HIM BACK, WHO LOVED US 
FIRST. 

This primary understanding 
comes slowly, painfully. But come 
it must, or all “activity” will be 
as if it were not. Action must fol- 
low, not precede the LIFE OF THE 
SPIRIT. Being its fruit, it cannot 
come before the tree! 

This “vision of the whole” un- 
rolled itself for me... for us... 
in 1951, the hallowed year of the 
first World Congress of the Laity 
and the Lay Apostolates ever 
called to Rome by the pope. It was 
there that the understanding 
came to me in full, and from the 
lips of Pope Pius XII. 

The lay apostolate meant, as He 
so clearly explained it, a LIFE IN 
THE WORLD, TOTALLY DEDI- 
CATED TO GOD UNDER THE 
THREE VOWS OF PERFECTION, 
OR COUNSELS... POVERTY... 
CHASTITY AND OBEDI- 
ENCE! 

It meant remaining LAY 
PEOPLE. Yet it also meant “dedi- 
cating,” giving ourselves com- 
pletely, irrevocably, utterly, for- 
ever .. . to, the service of the Lord 
of Hosts and His bride, the 
Church. Giving ourselves, not in 
cloisters, convents, or monaster- 
ies far removed from the strains 
and strifes of the “world” — but 
in the world’s market places! 


Vision Accepted 

I brought this vision back to the 
then existing “provinces” of 
Friendship House in the U.S.A., 
and Canada. The latter group 
accepted this vision, this “blue- 
print of His Holiness,” in toto, at 
once. The former asked for time 
to think the matter over. 

Finally, two houses decided to 
enter into that vision of the Pope, 
and to live and work according to 
His blueprint . . becoming part of 
Madonna House Secular Institute. 
The others decided to continue, as 
they had every right to do, work- 
ing at apostolates, but without 
vows. 

Hence the entry of the Portland 
Friendship House into Madonna 
House this year, and our prepar- 
ations for the acceptance of an- 
other former Friendship House 
later on. 











Twenty-seven years have passed 
since the doors of the first Friend- 
ship House opened on Portland 
street, Toronto. Years of growth. 
Of pain. Of peace. Of turmoil. Of 
new foundations. Some closing. 
Others opening again. Patterns of 
life and death and life again. 

Is it to be wondered at, indeed, 
that I often meditate on “the days 
of old,” marvelling at the WAYS 
OF GOD ... THAT MOST ASSUR- 
EDLY ARE NOT OURS? 

I thank Him, and His gracious 
mother, for the grace of “growth” 
in Him, and the Holy Spirit, and 
I add my humble prayer, that this 
growth, inward and outward, may 
never cease. 





HERE’S A STORY OF 


(Continued from Page One) 
such nice things, half-shamed to 
have so badly needed them. A 
little girl frankly admiring a 


frothy pink and white creation} ¥ 


such as she never dreamed of 
having all for herself. A boy with 
a beautifully polished pair of 
shoes — which his mother has 
promised he can wear every day. 
A woman in a fine black dress — 
the first one in ten years she 
hasn’t had to make over — and 
a beautiful gray coat. (To think 
anybody would give away a fine 
coat like that, just because it was 
a little worn at the cuffs!) 

Easter! Christ is risen. Verily 
He is risen. He has come out of the 
tomb to show Himself to His Own, 
that they may rejoice. And hats 
and shoes and socks and suits and 
underwear and gowns and many 
other wonderful things have come 
out of tomb-like boxes and cartons 
—have come in His name — to 
bless His beloved! 

“The clothing room,” one of the 
girls says, “does a rush business 
before every Easter, and also be- 
fore every Christmas. But, at any 
time, whether we have many 
clothes, or nearly none at all, the 
poor come anyway. Sometimes 
they come just to stand in the 
chilly room and talk, making a 
mere pretense of looking through 
boxes and shelves and racks. 
Yesterday, for instance... let me 
VEL YOU 4... 

When Sally Sings 

“Sally came into the office just 
above the clothing room. I heard 
her take off her boots and get the 
broom to sweep the floor. She 
began to sing, softly at first, then 
louder and clearer. A beautiful 
hymn. Panis angelicus. Bread of 
Angels. You know the one? Those 
people stood entranced. A little 
bit of joy and beauty had touched 
their lonely lives. There was noth- 
ing they wanted; but they stayed. 

Hush, Hush, A Lush! 

“Sometimes we have drunkards, 
or people just out of jail. They feel 
respected here. They feel welcome. 
They feel we are as interested in 
them and their welfare as we are 
in others. And of course they are 
right. The clothing room is a 
friendly place indeed. 

“Some people seek our advice 
as well as warm clothing and good 
shoes. One woman told Teresa -a 
few days ago that she was worried 
about her daughter. ‘I’ve made 
her stay home all the time and 
take care of the younger children. 
Now people frighten her. She 
doesn’t want to leave the house. 
Could I bring her here? You 
people could do so much for her! 
She’ll see in a moment that you’ll 
never hurt her.’ Teresa told her 
to bring the girl, by all means. 

“Another mother came, from 90 
miles away, with her daughter. 
She wanted a maternity gown for 
the girl, who was soon to marry. 
They both seemed shamed and 
shy. We had a beautiful white 
dress. We let her have it for a wed- 
ding gown. You should have seén 
their faces! I guess they expected 
condemnation from us. We had 
given them love! As they left, the 
girl shyly slipped two coins into 
the donation box.” 

Song of The Shoes 

Another girl takes up the story: 
“One time a woman visitor to 
Madonna House came to help me 
in the clothing room. We were 
chatting and sorting clothes when 
a bare-footed little girl came in 
and asked if we could give her a 
pair of white shoes. She was going 
to make her First Communion 
very soon. We had nothing in her 
size. Nothing near her size. 

“The visitor was stunned. She 
had never seen poverty like that. 
She went to Ottawa or Toronto 
the next day, and sent us the 
loveliest pair of white shoes you 
ever saw, exactly the right size for 
our bare-footed little girl.” 

And here’s a.third girl chiming 
in. “We have a ‘bachelors’ club’ in 
our clothing room. At least that’s 
what we call it. Various sorts of 
young men come in for clothes, 
or just to talk or joke. Some of 
them are hard drinkers. Maybe 
you’d drink too if you lived in the 
sort of one-room shacks most of 
them know, and cooked your own 
food, and kept your own company 
because you didn’t have clothes 
good enough to let you go places. 

“There was one in yesterday 





who looked like a new man. When 





I first saw him months ago, I just 
let him talk. Then I said, ‘You 
look sick. What do you eat?’ He 
said he never ate anything but 
baloney sandwiches. I put him on 
a diet, with a quart of milk a day. 
He followed it. He doesn’t drink 
so much now. And he really is a 
new man. 
Bottle or Bride 

“There was a crowd that came 
in, sometime ago, to have fun with 
me. They didn’t even pretend to 
come for clothing. I didn’t get 
mad. I traded jokes with them. 
Sometimes they brought women 
with them, apparently their 
mothers and grandmothers. The 
women didn’t seem to want 
clothes either, but they did seem 
to want sympathy and _ under- 
standing from us. Some of them, 
undoubtedly, had been drinking 
with the ‘bachelors;’ for they were 
feeling miserable and were on the 
lookout for rebukes. Lulu and I 
did what we could to cheer them 


Fronce I had a chance to ask 
one of these bachelors why he 
drank so much. ‘Because every 
one else does,’ he answered. Then 
I asked why he didn’t stop drink- 
ing and get married. 

“‘There aint no nice girls a- 
round to marry,’ he assured me. 
‘Maybe you don’t see the nice girls 


because you drink so much,’ I[} 


said. ‘Maybe if you stopped drink- 
ing you’d see a girl you’d like to 
marry.’ He didn’t say anything. 
I guess the thought had never 
occurred to him. 

“A few days ago one of these 
bachelors arrived bright and early. 
He was there when we opened. He 
hung around all morning, not 
saying a word, not interfering 
with the crowds of people who 
kept me busy. At 12 o’clock, when 
I was very busy, he insisted on 
seeing me. In private. Outside. 
There was something impelling 
about him. I went outside, asking 
what was wrong. 

We Do Not Date 

*« ‘Nothing is wrong,” he said. ‘I 
got two tickets to the Anglican 
church supper tonight. Just won- 
dered if you’d go with me.’ I won- 
dered if I could refuse without 
hurting him. ‘I’d like to,’ I said, 
‘put it is against our rules to go 
out with young men. You see, we 
are vowed to chastity, like nuns.’ 
He covered his embarrassment by 
saying, ‘Okay, okay, that’s fine.’ 
He hurried away. 

“Three hours he waited to ask 
me that — three hours before he 
could blurt out a single word!” 

And here is a fourth girl writ- 
ing: “Some people bring us food 
in exchange for clothing. People 
are like that. You remember the 
family who gave Madonna House 
two loads of manure because the 
B helped to deliver one of their 
children? Well, one day there 
were two families in the clothing 
room, each with nine or more 
children. Both these families were 
among the poorest of the poor; 
and there was very much they 
needed. A man had been waiting 
for them to finish. They didn’t 
leave much when they left. That 
made the man angry. 

Cabbages and Clothes 

“*T notice you took very good 
care of them,’ he remarked, ‘but 
you don’t care about me — and 
I left six big heads of cabbage and 
a bag of potatoes in your kitchen.” 

“‘T took good care of them,’ I 
admitted. ‘They are too poor to 
leave us anything. Please don’t be 
angry. You must realize we do 
not expect anything for our cloth- 
ing — that it isn’t really our cloth- 
ing. It is God’s, put into our hands 
by people who love God and want 
to help His poor. We give what 
we have, while we have it. When 
we run out — well, we cannot 
help it.” 

“Once his anger cooled he felt 
a little better. 

“Some people fool us, of course. 
They don’t need the clothes they 
take. They could afford to buy 
them. But we cannot decide that. 
We leave it up to the individual 
conscience of every one who comes 
to us. Some of the poor take very 
little, fearing they might make 
other poor people suffer. I wish 
you could have seen the woman 
who had a dozen shoeless children, 
from age one up to fifteen. We 
had a whole big boxful of shoes 
that day, and sizes for all her 
children. She thought it sinful to 
take so much from us. Twelve 
pairs of shoes! Wouldn’t other 
families want them even more 
than she? 

Greedy vs. Needy 

“We have heard that one or two 
people have even sold some of the 
clothes for liquor. We ‘discourage’ 
this as much as we can, for justice 
must go with charity. We cannot 
let the greedy rob the needy.” 

There was a dramatic moment 
in the clothing room this bleak 
gray morning. A neighbor woman 
was talking about her children, 
and how she fed them, and how 
she brought them up, and how 
wonderful they were. While she 
was talking another woman came 
in, a quiet thin woman with a 
strange sad smile. The first 
woman stopped talking. She seem- 
ed awed. 
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Movement in October of 1951. 


Edmonton. 








Miss Marie Therese Langlois, a member of Ascension 
Parish, of Westmount in Montreal, joined Madonna House 


Prior to that she had attended the Convent of the Sacred 
Heart in Montreal and was graduated from McGill University. 
She had also spent some time in the Government of India 
Information Service at Washington, D.C. She served as Assistant 
Director at Madonna House from September, 1955, until she left 
to join the Staff of the Marian Centre in Edmonton. Now she 
has taken over the work of the Catholic Information Centre in 


The Fourth 
Sad Mystery 


By Catherine 











The sound of doors closing. 
Thunder. Darkness falling. 
Storm. 

Time being molded in a chalice 
By voices of men 

Whose souls remembered 
The sound of a door closing 
Like thunder, 

And held within their depths 
A mummery of light 
Without darkness. 

The chalice— 

Time— 

Returned whence it came 
And remained still 

At the foot of the throne 

Of Him Who has never been seen. 
Years after years, 

Time brought in its chalice 
The moans of man, 

His tears, his seeking; 

And God took pity 

And gave His Son. 

And now the night 

Became so dark for Him, 

He sweated blood. 














The girl in the clothing room 
wondered. She had never seen 
either of the women before. The 
thin woman proved to be “an 
old customer.” She had come to 
say hello and goodbye, she said. 
She was going to the hospital, but 
she couldn’t do that without say- 
ing thanks for all the things 
Madonna House had given her. 
And she wanted prayers. She 
wasn’t coming back from the 
hospital. She had cancer. 

The clothing room girl 
awed too. 


Looks At Books 


MEETING THE VOCATION 
CRISIS, The Newman Press, edit- 
ed by Rev. George L. Kane. $3 in 
the U.S.A. 204 pages. 

This is a book about vocations 
of all kinds, including that of the 
Lay Apostolate — and also in- 
cluding parental opposition to all 
kinds of vocations. 

The three features that especial- 
ly appeal to me as a reader and 
a lover of books, are the three 
reasons that keep me restrained 
as a reviewer. (A hard posture to 
maintain.) 1—The book is dedi- 
cated to the Most Rev. Richard J. 
Cushing, Archbishop of Boston 
“in humble tribute to his zeal for 
vocations.” 2—There is an article 
in it by the Rev. John T. Callahan, 


was 














the supervising editor of Restor- | 


ation. 3—There is also an article 
in it by my wife, “Catherine de 
Hueck.” 

Because of these and other 
reasons I say “Hurray”! Also be- 
cause of these reasons I say “If 
you are interested in any question 
about vocations, rush out and buy 
this book.”—Ed Doherty. 








Follow Cheertully 


Dorothea Costello 











During Lent, walk in the foot- 
steps of Jesus to Calvary. Make 
your heart, a clean sponge (ask 
Our Blessed Mother to purge it 
from distractions with her tears) 
with which to wipe up His bloody 
imprints, in reparation for sin- 
ners, to save souls from hell. One 
drop is sufficient to save all souls. 
We have need of humility, gentle- 
ness, understanding of others’ 
needs. How can we attain this, 
more perfectly than by following 
in Christ’s footsteps? 

Carrying our cross CHEER- 
FULLY, for Jesus through Mary, 
will bring us to Easter with that 
interior joy and peace only He 
can give. 








Catholic 1. C. Now 
Has Two Masses 


Miss Marite Langlois, a Staff 
Worker of the Madonna House 
lay apostolate, has officially taken 
over the Catholic Information 
Centre in Edmonton, Alberta. 

And Miss Elsie Whitty, our 
nurse from Scotland, has taken 
Marite’s post in Marian Centre, in 
that city. 

“We have been having Mass 
each weekday at 12.10 p.m.,”’ Miss 
Langlois writes, “for people who 
work downtown. The attendance 
has been between 40 and 60 daily. 

“However there are constant 
phone calls asking about the 
Mass; and on Ash Wednesday the 
chapel was filled to overflowing, 
and the front room was packed 
to the door. Father Van Acht 
offered the Mass and Father Doyle 
heard Confessions. 

“Tt has been necessary to estab- 
lish a second Mass, in order to 











accommodate all who want to 
assist. This is at 1.10 p.m. 
“An Inquiry Forum is_ being 


held two evenings a week during 
Lent, for the benefit of Catholics 
and non-Catholics who wish to 
learn about the Church. Msgr. 
Foran, of St. Anthony’s, is in 
charge. 

“Several people have already 
volunteered to help us in the In- 
formation Centre. And many 
people come to see us and ask 
questions. Yesterday a man with 
a Roman collar picked up one of 
the Fides Albums on Baptism, 
which we have for sale, and re- 
marked that the French had a 
knack for making things like that 
attractive. He turned out to be 
an Anglican minister. A woman 
asked if we could sell religious 
books and pamphlets to Protest- 
ants too. She bought one called 
‘Lord Teach Us How to Pray.’ It 
was VERY Catholic.” 


Lady of Letters 


May is a great month in Com- 
bermere. Madonna House was 
opened in that month in 1947. In 
that month also our chapel was 
begun. Now we start building a 
chapel for our Cana Colony! 

Sister Mary Joseph, of the 
Sisters of Loretto, who stand with 
Mary at the foot of the cross, also 
has reason to remember this 
month well. It marks the silver 
jubilee of the Gallery of Living 
Catholic Authors, at Webster 
Groves, Mo., which she founded. 

There are many Living Catho- 
lic Authors — and there will prob- 
ably be a lot more when these are 
used up. But there is only one 
Sister Mary Joseph; and there 
never will be another. Sister’s 
constant prayer is this: “Our 
Lady of Letters, pray for our 
authors.” Every living Catholic 
author should pray for her, 
especially during her jubilee 
month. “Lady of Letters, pray for 














Then when Time seemed 

|'To stand still, 

| It found Him upon a street, 

| And saw with fear and trembling 

All that it had brought 

|; From men to God in its chalice— 

| Now shaped into a cross. 

There were all the sins, 

Beginning with the one 

Which closed the door. 

And there were all the fears, seek- 
ings, 

Hopes, tears. 

Time beheld the Son of God 

Laden with all it brought 

And left at the foot of the throne. 

Alone 

It knew that moment 

The secret 

Of the fourth sad mystery— 

Christ carries His cross! ! 


Pascal Plaint 


Alone the Church is hallowed by 
time 

In half-alone and half-forgotten 
shrines. 

Alone, in chapels poor and rich; 

Alone, in churches new and old, 

Love weeps beneath the Crucifix 
it hangs on— 

For both are one. 

Alone at night 

Alone in light 

Alone in twilight 

Alone the Lord of hosts— 

Alone. 











There was a time when He was 
spent, 

Then the mobs were there, 

Pressing, crushing, laughing, jest- 
ing. 

There was a time they would not 
£0, 

But stood and ridiculed 

The naked Man upon a cross; 

The Man who was the Lord of 

Hosts, 

And was even then a-bleeding for 
them 

While He hung betwixt and be- 
tween 

The earth and sky; 

And some below were spattered 

By His Precious Blood 

Because they came too close; 

And some to jeer 

And some to spit 

And some to laugh— 

And some to love. 

But now, Tabernacle and Crucifix 

Are one in truth— 

And the Lord of Hosts is crucified 

On loneliness, indifference, and 
sloth of men 

Who do not care to be a mob 

To jeer, to hate, to love— 

They only want to be left alone, 

And to forget the Lord of hosts. 

And there He hangs— 

It seems on air— 

But no! it isn’t air at all, 

It is a strange and fearsome cross, 

And oh! so cold, 

All made up of man’s indifference 
to God. : 

The nails are long, long, and 
strangely fat— 

bi make the wounds so big, so 

ig, 

And bring their stench with them 

They’re made of flabby stuff. 

Tepidity made Him like that, 

Nailed Him like that. 

And there He is, alone, alone, 

Upon His cold and helpless 
throne! 

oon who will come and take Him 

off? 

Who will give Him their hearts 
and souls 

For a tomb, and also for a temple 
new, 

From whence He can draw man 

Anew unto Himself? 

His tired head He lifts up once 
again 

And looks for souls like that. 

They are so few! 


Listen how He whispers low, 

“Is there one amongst you 

bye loves Me with a fiery, flaming 
ove 

That can melt the nails of tepidity 

And take Me off the cross of in- 
difference? 





the authors’ friend.” 


Oh, doesn’t anyone love Me 
enough?” 
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Cooking With May’ 


Is it too late for Easter recipes? 
Here’s hoping you still have time 
to use them. 

I am giving you the whole story 
of Easter cooking as it is recorded 
in our “Book of Customs.” We 
have quite a few customs accum- 
ulated in the 25 years of our 
apostolate. Amongst them festive 
foods. 

KOOLICH—Russian Easter Bread 

Recipe for family of four to six. 

5 Tbs flour, 

10 eggs, 

1 qt. of milk (you might need 
a wee bit less or more) 

1 to 2 Ibs of sugar (depending 
if you like your bread sweet, 
or not too sweet), 

Y% Tb melted butter (or sub- 
stitute) , 

1 cup raisins, 

¥% cup of peel, 

1 tsp. cinnamon, 

1% tsp. nutmeg, 

¥% cup blanched chopped al- 
monds, 

2 pkgs. fast rising yeast, 

1 tbls. cardamon seed with 
icing sugar 

2 thls. saffron liquid. 

(You can skip the cardamon 
and saffron if they are hard to 
obtain—though most of the big 
Department Stores have them.) 

Sift the flour twice, so that it 
will be light, and make sure the 
flour has been placed the night 
before in the kitchen — not far 
from the stove — as the flour has 
to be warm. It rises better!. The 
milk must be heated, luke warm. 
Test on your wrist. Hot milk will 
kill yeast; cold will retard its 
rising. Next prepare the yeast, fol- 
lowing the exact directions on 
the yeast envelope. Separate the 
eggs. Beat the yolks with approx- 
imately % Ib of sugar. The whites 
are left until last, but have to be 
beaten to “peaks.” 

Cardamon and saffron are the 

two spices that have to be pre- 
pared the night before. Cardamon 
is usually purchased in kernels or 
nuts. These must be heated on the 
top of the stove and then broken 
up. The little black seeds or kern- 
els are then extracted and beaten 
with something heavy. Add a tea- 
spoonful of icing sugar, until 
quite powdered. Sometimes you 
can buy them already hulled and 
ready to be beaten with sugar. 


A Lovely Taste! 
The saffron is placed in a cu 





and boiling water—about half a 
cup—is poured over the delicate 
strands of that spice. It will pro- 
duce a vivid, orange-yellow color. 
This will cover the dough pleas- 
antly and give it a lovely taste 
too. 

When the yolks are beaten, the 
flour sifted, the milk luke-warm, 
cardamon and saffron ready, the 
cook proceeds to work with same. 

The flour is made ready by mix- 
ing into it all the dry ingredients 
—the remaining amount of sugar, 
raisins, peel, salt, cardamon, cin- 
namon, and almonds. 

Then the warm milk is taken, 
and into it is placed the saffron 
and the sugar-yolked beaten eggs 
and active yeast specially pre- 
paed. Now the beaten whites of 
eggs are added. 

Then the warm milk and its 
contents are slowly poured into 
the flour mixture. You might 
need a wee bit less or even more 
of milk — at this point it is hard 
to tell . . . it must not be too hard 
or soft, but easy to knead. When 
all the milk is put in, the knead- 
ing begins. The kneading proceeds 
until the dough easily falls off the 
hands of the cook and the utensil 
where it is kneaded. 

As soon as this stage is reached, 
the dough is covered with a clean 
cloth, and put near the stove to 
rise double its bulk. 

And Tins Too 

While the Koolich is rising, pre- 
pare the tins to bake them in. Any 
kind of tins may be used, but it 
must be borne in mind that two 
at least, representing Christ and 
the Church (if you are very am- 
bitious and wish to increase the 
recipe you can make 13 — Christ 
and the Apostles), must be made 
higher than any others. For this, 
fruit juice tins could be used. The 
authentic size of a tin represent- 
ing the Christ Bread should be 
12” high and 6” to 8” wide. The 
tin representing the Church 
should be 10” high and 5” wide. 
The rest of the Koolich can be 
baked in ordinary tins. 

With the dough that is left over 
you can make the three letters 
P AX and use this as part of the 
center piece for the Easter table 
(Pax is Latin for Peace). The 
letters can be made by braiding 
the dough. Each letter is baked 
on a cooky sheet. All tins used for 
this bread are well greased. 


As soon as the dough has risen 
double in size, it is put on a table, 
covered with flour, and kneaded 
a little more. Remember it has to 
rise in those tins again double in 
bulk. So, fill the tins half way 
only with the dough. 


Once the dough is in the tins, 
it is time to decorate them with 
blanched almonds that have been 
made ready. Before putting the 
breads in the oven, the top of 
them should be smeared either 
with melted butter or milk. That 
makes the baked loaves shiny. 

Watch Your Oven J 

The oven should be at 350 
degrees, and the ordinary size tins 
should bake 1 hr. The tall ones 
should bake between 1% and 1% 
hours, but it must be tested care- 
fully to see if the dough is baked. 
You must be very watchful, as the 
tops of such breads burn easily. 

When the Koolich breads are 
thoroughly baked, they are left to 
cool 24 hours. One can see im- 
mediately that baking time and 
preparation time begins on Holy 
Thursday, so that by Holy Satur- 
day everything is ready. 

When the 24 hrs. has elapsed, 
the top of the Koolich is further 
decorated with pink icing sugar, 
and white around the edges of the 
top. And dry icing sugar is sprink- 
led <n them. 

The Christ Koolich and the 
Church Koolich are further dec- 
orated with an addition of a little 
cross on top, or a paper flower to 
make them stand out. They are 
then placed on the prettiest plates 
available, and are ready for serv- 
ing. 

PASKA—represents the “Lamb of 
God.” 


Recipe for family of four to six. 

2 Ibs of cottage cheese, 

Y% Ib sugar, 

14 Ib of soft butter, 

3 eggs, 

1 cup raisins. 

Cottage cheese and sugar are 
well mixed first. Then the softened 
butter is added, and the mixture 
is beaten again. An electric beater 
can be used if available. The 
raisins and eggs are then added, 
and more mixing is done until the 
mixture is smooth and creamy. 

Flour pots with a hole of 14%” 
in diameter are washed with boil- 
ing water and lined with gauze. 
Enough gauze must be used to 
line the pot fully and leave a sur- 
plus of about 5” outside of the pot. 

The mixture is then poured into 
the flower pots lined with gauze. 
An inch and a half must be left 
at the top of the pot. The extra 
sides of the gauze are folded over 
the mixture so that it is covered 
with gauze. Little flat pieces of 
wood are then placed on top of the 
gauze to serve as a foundation for 
stones or iron pieces, or what is 
available to weigh down the mix- 


P|/ture. These must not touch the 


sides of the form of the pot, or 
they will not do their job of press- 
ing out the fluid of the Paska. The 
whole idea of weights is to get 
the water, and other liquid, out 
of the mixture so it will be a com- 
pact mass when served. 


Genius At Work 

It is advisable to have the Paska 
done on Holy Thursday, so that 
the pressing or squeezing process 
can be done that night. It will 
take all of that time to achieve 
the required results for Easter. 
Friday, around noon, a little more 
weight is added. 

The ingenuity of the cook is 
required to see that the pots drain 
right. The pots cannot stand on 
the floor, but must be placed on 
two pieces of wood with a big 
empty space between them, allow- 
ing the liquid to run off. Nothing 
may touch the hole from which 
that liquid comes out, or the 
Pasqua will be spoiled — being 
too liquidy or mushy to stand up. 

Before going to Mass, the 
weights are removed gently, the 
gauze opened, and the Paska, now 
hardened, and having the shape 
of a flower pot, is put on a nice 
plate. A paper flower, or a cross, 
is put on top. It represents Christ 
the Lamb. Now it is ready for 
serving. 

And—Of Course—Eggs! 

In Madonna House a _ special 
form, made of wood, has been pre- 
pared for the Paska. It consists 
of four sides slanted, with litur- 
gical symbols carved into the in- 
ner sides (so that these will show 
on the completed Paska). A model 
of that form might be had by 
writing to Madonna House. 

EGGS, symbolizing Eternal Life, 
which Christ has given us by His 
death and Resurrection, are quite 
a wondrous part of the Easter 
meal. We hardboil and dye them. 
And, when the eggs are com- 
pletely dry, we polish them with 
a rag dipped slightly in butter. 
Then we place the eggs on nice 
plates, or in lovely bowls or bask- 
ets. They add much to the decor- 
ation of the table. 

It would be nice if you explained 
to the children the liturgical 
meaning of the bread as Christ 
and His Church, Paska, the Lamb 
of God; and the eggs, Eternal Life, 
which Christ gave us through His 








death and Resurrection! 





Litanies From The 
Byzantine Rite 


Translated by 
Jose de Vinck 











In peace, let us pray to the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For the peace from on high, and 
for the salvation of our souls, 
let us pray to the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For the peace of the whole world, 
the good estate of the holy 
churches of God, and for the 
union of all, let us pray to the 
Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For this holy house, and for those 
who enter herein with faith, 
reverence, and fear of God, let 
us pray to the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For His Holiness, the Universal 
Pontiff, Pius XII, Pope of Rome, 
for our Archbishop N........ , our 
BISHOD | IN. cxin , the venerable 
order of priests, the deacons in 
Christ, and for all the clergy 
and the people, let us pray to 
the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For this holy place, every city and 
country, and for those who in 
faith dwell therein, let us pray 
to the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For good weather, abundance of 
the fruits of the earth, and for 
peaceful times, let us pray to 
the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

For the travelers by sea, air, and 
land, for the sick and the suf- 
fering, for the prisoners, and 
for the salvation of all, let us 
pray to the Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

That we may be delivered from all 
affliction, wrath, danger, and 
necessity, let us pray to the 
Lord. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

Help us, save us, have mercy on 
us, and protect us, O God, by 
Thy grace. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

Remembering the all-holy, the 
immaculate, the most highly 
blessed and glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and ever-virgin 
Mary with all the saints, let us 
commend ourselves, and one an- 
other, and our whole life to 
Christ God. 

R. To Thee, O Lord! 

For all glory, honor, and adoration 
belong to Thee, Father, Son, 
and Holy Spirit, now and al- 
ways and forever and ever. 

R. Amen. 


Help us, save us, have mercy on 
us, and protect us, O God, by 
Thy grace. 

R. Lord, have mercy! 

That this whole day may be per- 
fect, holy, peaceful, and without 
sin, let us ask the Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

For an angel of peace, a faithful 
guide, and a guardian of our 
souls and bodies, let us ask the 
Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

For pardon and forgiveness of our 
sins and offenses, let us ask the 
Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

For what is good and profitable 
to our souls, and for peace in 
the world, let us ask the Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

That the rest of our lives be spent 
in peace and repentance, let us 
ask the Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

For a Christian end to our lives, 
painless, without blame, and 
peaceful, for a good defense at 
his dread tribunal, let us ask 
the Lord. 

R. Grant this, O Lord! 

Remembering the all-holy, the 
immaculate, the most highly 
blessed, our glorious Lady, the 
Mother of God and ever-virgin 
Mary with all the saints, let us 
commend ourselves, and one an- 
other, and our whole life to 
Christ God. 

R. To Thee, O Lord! 

Through the mercy of Thine only- 
begotten Son, with whom Thou 
art blessed, together with Thine 
all-holy, all-good, and life-giving 
Spirit, now and always and for- 
ever and ever. 

R. Amen! 





God is sometimes so close it 
seems that, like a Japanese child, 
we only have to poke our finger 





through a paper wall to see the 
splendor of the Sun. 





“Prayer 
and 
Penance 
are the handle 
to the mirror of charity 
where always 
the Father sees the Son’ 











A LOVE LETTER TO 


(Continued from Page One) 


Nobody in all my long life had 
ever put such a question to me 
before. Had anybody done so, I 
should undoubtedly have given a 
flip glib answer — or referred him 
to some “Advice to the Lovelorn” 
columnist. 

To my great astonishment, I 
answered at once. The words 
came, as though You put them 
in my mouth. What I said aston- 
ished me even more! 

“The most uncomplicated way 
to love is the simplest way, the 
way best suited to the one who 
loves. God made each of us an 
individual different from all the 
others in the world. Each has his 
own peculiar way of loving—and 
God leads each into the right 
method of loving Him, if He is 
permitted to do so. 

Each In His Own Way 

“Let’s talk of a man who wants 
to love God with all his heart and 
soul. He thinks of going to the 
desert, to devote himself in soli- 
tude and prayer for the rest of his 
life. He also thinks of becoming 
a parish priest, or a contemplative 
monk, or a missionary in far 
places, or one of those carefree 
sons of God who walk from church 
to church all day in the big cities, 
spending an hour in adoration 
here, an hour there, an afternoon 
or an evening some miles down 
the street. 

“Let us say, that while he is 
making up his mind, the world 
crowds in on him. People ask him 
for favors. He gets jobs for moron 
friends. They get drunk, walk out 
of the job, land in jail. He gets 
them out of jail, sobers them up, 
buys them new clothes, gets them 
new jobs. He complains. He rails. 
He swears. He rages. But he takes 
care of them again and again. He 
also takes care of his aged par- 


ents and his young brothers and. 


sisters. 
Who Loves Best? 

“He isn’t exactly in _ politics, 
we'll say, but the whole ward 
swings on him. Mr. X has to have 
a ton of coal in his basement be- 
cause the winter’s tough. Mrs. Y 
has to take her youngest child to 
a good dentist. This fellow Z, has 
to have a loan to get his tools out 
of the pawnshop. And that pan- 
handler coming down the avenue 
wants a business man’s lunch and 
a place to sleep. 

“Our man, who wants to love 
God, hasn’t time to go to the 
desert, to study for the priesthood, 
or even to walk to the nearest 
church. Maybe it is all he can do 
to get to Mass and Communion 
in the morning. And maybe he 
doesn’t get time to spend more 
than a few minutes a day before 
the Blessed Sacrament. But, don’t 
you think he’s loving God more 
perfectly this way than in any 
other way? In finding others he 
has found himself!” 

I said to the young man the 
words You spoke to me! And I 
thought that, at last, I under- 
stood. 

The young man understood. 

“Good,” he said. “Me for the 
lay apostolate!” 

It is always nice, writing to You, 
God. Forgive me if I make myself 
a pest. Use me anyway You like. 
Even as—Your crude valentine, 
Eddie. 


RESTORATION 


By Jessie Atkinson 











“Restore all things to me” is just 
Another way to say 

Give back the gifts God gives to us 
To use for just a day. 


We use His gifts for happiness 
We use His gifts for gain, 

We use His gifts to bring us peace, 
We use them to ease pain. 


And as we use His precious gifts 

Do we forget Who gives? 

He is Christ Our Lord Who grants 
us grace 

To know He really lives. 





Be A Missionary 
In Your Own Home 


By Clementine Lenta 











Any one who read the auto- 
biography of the Little Flower 
cannot help being impressed by 
her great concern for missionaries 
and the souls entrusted to their 
care. For them, she offered God 
the days of her hidden life in the 
Carmelite Convent at Liseux. And 
the many difficulties of each day, 
her works, her sacrifices and suf- 
ferings all became prayers wing- 
ing their way to God on behalf 
of the missions. Her great desire 
was to obtain graces from God 
so that somewhere some mission- 
ary, worn out by his apostolic 
labors, might be strengthened by 
her offerings and that souls might 
be won for Christ. 

The Little Flower’s prayer for 
the mission shows her Zeal. 

“I would travel the world to 
preach Thy name, O my Beloved 
Lord, and raise on heathen soil the 
glorious standard of the cross. 
Great deeds are forbidden me. I 
can neither preach the Gospel nor 
shed my blood — but what does 
it matter? My brothers labor in 
my stead while I, a little child, 
stay close to the throne and love 
Thee for all those who are in the 
strife.” 

St. Therese the patroness of the 
missions, invites us to become 
missionaries — spiritual mission- 
aries — through membership in 
the Co-Missionary Apostolate. 

This is a strictly spiritual or- 
ganization open to all Catholics, 
religious as well as laity. There are 
no meetings, no dues. There is 
nothing to buy or sell. To become 
a member, just write to the Rev. 
Father Director, S.V.D., Co-Mis- 
sonary Apostolate, St. Mary’s 
Seminary, Techny, Illinois, giving 
your full name and address, and 
ask to have a particular mission- 
ary assigned you. 

Then pledge yourself to offer 
the prayers, works, duties, joys 
and sorrows, one or more days per 
week, for this missionary and for 
the souls entrusted to his care. 

In making your request, be sure 
to state the day or days you pre- 
fer to offer. Many generously 
offer each day of the week! (Note: 
since children are apt to forget 
or grow careless, grammar school 
children are enrolled only in a 
group. Sisters who wish to enroll 
their pupils, or charges, as co- 
missionaries should only mention 
them by grade.) 





I AM THE 
RESURRECTION 
AND THE LIFE 


No special prayers are required. 
Membership does not interfere 
with membership in any other 
Spiritual organization, nor with 
the heroic Act of Charity for the 
Poor Souls. And it does not ex- 
clude private intentions. 

This apostolate has an appeal 

to people in every walk of life, 
and it offers special consolation 
to the sick, the aged, and the 
handicapped — whose sufferings, 
frustrations, and loneliness then 
take on a new meaning. 
If you are interested, make your 
request, accompanied by a stamp- 
ed self-addressed envelope, to the 
Co-Missionary Apostolate. A cer- 
tificate of membership, and a 
picture of your “adopted” mis- 
sionary will be sent to you. If 
you’d like to interest others, ask 
for copies of the leaflet called 
In The Footsteps of the Little 
Flower. Also available is an inter- 
esting booklet written about a 
very heroic co-misionary, Mar- 
garet Nosbisch. This inspiring 
booklet is titled The Red Rose of 
Suffering, and it’s priced. 15c. 


Our Lady 
Of The Breach 


By Carmel Bride 











“T will be standing in the Breach.” 
(Words of Our Lady to Pere Lamy) 


At every narrow pass with fears 
beset, 

That we must cross ere we can 
hope to rise , 

To holier, more consecrated lives, 

There stands the Virgin God Him- 
self has set 

As sentinel to watch our faltering 
steps, 

To cherish, to console, to guard, 
to teach, 

To take us by the hand and lead 
us on. 

She calls herself “one standing in 
the breach.” 


Cause of our joy, thy children 
tossed with grief, 

Hope still to see thee standing on 
the beach 

Where seas of tears and waves of 
sorrow heave. 

See us to port, Our Lady of the 
breach. 

So too the last of chasms to be 
spanned 

Shall hold no dread: we see a 
Mother reach 

A strong and tender hand. Who 
could fear death 

Beholding Mary standing in the 
breach? 


Then even in that calm deep pool 
of fire 

Where God and all that is not God 
are met 

In Silent, slow and awful retrib- 
ute, 

The brown-robed one is standing 
for our debt. 

No attribute of God shall she pass 
b 


Nor mercy passing justice now 
beseech. 

But from the Church’s sufferings 
paying all, 

She shows herself a Mother in the 
breach. 


So where God calls me, there I 
fearless go. 

I shall not wonder how to pay the 
vows 

My heart has promised in a day 
of joy. 

Crowned as a bride, I live in God’s 
own house. 

The Queen who goes security for 
me 

Has promised to be ever in my 
reach. 

Between my lowliness and Christ 
my King 

I have a Mother standing in the 
breach. 


What About Baseball? 


That is the question Denis 
Happy, Sports Director of Madon- 
na House Youth Recreation 
Center, gets these days. Hockey 
is over, and spring is around the 
corner. 

In Combermere, as in every 
community on the North Ameri- 
can Continent, the problems of 
youth are in everyone’s mind. 
Constructive recreation is part of 
the answer. Yours, even as ours. 

We have a lovely diamond. Close 
to the Church hall. We have youth 
eager and anxious to play. BUT 
...abig “but”... there is a lack 
of bats, balls, gloves and catchers’ 
masks. 

Perhaps some of you, dear read- 
ers, belong to men’s clubs or 
associations that can help. Per- 
haps you were a baseball player, 
or are a baseball fan now? How 
would it be if you and a few 
friends or cronies would get to- 
gether and help Denis and our 
kids of Combermere — so far 
away from all the big centres, and 
so unable to get money enough 
to buy equipment? 

To us, and the young folks, the 
cost is prohibitive. To you and 
your friends it may not be too big. 

Thank you. Please send equip- 
ment or donation c/o Madonna 
House Baseball Club, or to Denis 
Happy. (Yes that is his last name, 
and he is always happy, even . 
when wondering how to get things 

















for his youngsters.) Combermere, 
Ontario, Canada. 
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